7+ 


Rich. Euen fo,and pleafc your Worfhip Brakenbury^ 
You may partake of any thing we fay : 
We fpeakeno Treafon man ; We fay the King 
]s wife and vertuous, and his Noble Qucene 
Well ftrooke in yearcs, fairc,and not iealious. 
We fay, that Chores Wife hath a pretty Foot, 
A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a pafsing pleafing tongue : 
And that the Queenes Kindred are made gentle Folkes* 
How fay you fir? can you deny all this ? 

"Bra. With this (my Lord) my ielfe hauc nought to 
doo. 

Rich* Naught to do with Miftris Shore} 
I tell thee Fellow, he that doth naught with her 
(Excepting one) werebeft to do it lecrctly alone. 

'Bra. What one, my Lord? 

Rich. Her Husband Knattcwould'ft thou betray me? 

Bra. I do befeech your Grace 
To pardon me, and withall forbeare 
Your Comerenee with the Noble Duke. 

£la. We know thy charge Brahenbury ,and wil obey. 

Rich. We are the Queenes abic£ts,and muft obey, 
Brother y farewell,I will vnto the King, 
And whatioe're you will imploy me in, 
Were it to call King Edwards WiddoWjSifter, 
I will performe it to infranchife you. 
Mcane time, this deepe difgracc in Brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

£7<*. I know it pleafeth neither of vs well. 

Rick Well,your imprifonment fhali not be long,' 
I will deliuer you, or elfe lye for you : 
Meane time, haue patience. 

Cla. I muft perforce : Farewell. Exit Clar. 

Rich Go treade the path that thou (halt ne're return: 
Simple plaine £larcnce> I do loue thee fo, 
That I will ftiortly fend thy Soulc to Hcauen, 
If Hcauen will take the prcfentat our hands. 
But who comes hcere? the new deliucrcd Ha/tings? 

Enter Lord Haftings. 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 
Rich. As much vnto my good Lord Chambcrlainc : 
Well are you welcome to this open Ayre, 
How hath your Lordfhip brook'd imprifonment? 

Haft. With patience(Noble Lord)as prifoners muft: 
But 1 {hall Hue (my Lof d) to giue them thankes 
That were the caufe of my imprifonment. 

Rich. No doubt,no doubt,and fo (hall Clarence too, 
For they that were your Enemies,are his, 
And haue preuail'd as much on him,as you, 

Haft. More pitty,that the Eagles ftiould be mew'd, 
Whiles Kites and Buzards play at liberty. 
Rich. What ncwes abroad? 
Haft. No newes fo bad abroad,as this at home : 
The King is fickly,weakc,andmelancholly, 
And his Phyfitians feare him mightily. 

Rich. Now by S.Iohn,that Newes is bad indeed. 
O he hath kept an euill Diet long, 
And ouer-much confum'd his RoyallPerfon: 
'Tis very grceuous to be thought vpon. 
Where is he, in his bed ? 
Haft. He is. 

Rich* Go you before, and I will follow you. 

$xit Haftings. 
He cannot Hue I hope, and muft not dye, 
Till George bepackd with poft-horfe vp to Heaucn. 
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lie in to vrge his hatred more to CUr^ ce 
With Lyes well ftcel'd with weighty Arcum. 
And if I faile not in my deepe intent, gUm ^ 
Clarencehzth not another day to hue : 
Which done, God take King Edward to his 
And lcaue the world for me tb-buftle in. 
For then, He marry Warwickes yonp e ft Jl] ! 
What though I kill'd her Husbanded 
The readieft way to make the Wench amend > 
Is to become her Husband,and her Father ' 
The which will I,not all fo much for loue 
As for another fecret clofe intent, 
By marrying her, which I muft reach vnto 
But yet I run before my horfe to Market : ' 
Clarence &\\\ breathes, SdwardRill Hues and ra' 
When they are gone, then muft I count my 

Scena Secunda. 


Enter tk Coarfe of Henrie the ftxt with Halberds 
hadj Anne being the UMonrner. 


%Anne> Set dbwne,fet downe your hononnki i . 
If Honor may be fWded in a Herfe[ ° n ° Ural>lc1 ^ 
Whifft I a-while obfequioufly lament 
Th'vntimcly fall of Vertuous Lancafter* 
Poore key-cold Figure of a holy King, 
Pale Alhes of the Houfc of Lancafter ; 
Thou bloodlcffe Remnant of that RoyallBlood 
Be it lawfull that I inuocate thy Ghoft, 1 
To heare the Lamentations of poore Ame y 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Sonnei 
Stab'd bythefelfcfamehand that made chefe wounds. 
Loc,in thefe windowes t hat let forth thy life, 
I powrc the helplefle Balme of my poore eyes, 
O curfed be the hand chat made thefe holes : 
Cur fed the Heart, that had the heart to do it: 
Cnrfed theBIood, that let this blood from hence * 
More dircfull hap betide that hated Wretch 
That makes vs wretched by the death of thee, 
Then I can wiflh to WoIues,to Spiders,Toadcs, 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that liucs. 
If euer he haue Childe, Abortiue be it, 
Prodigeous, and vntimely brought to light, 
Whofe vgly and vnnaturall Afpe& 
May fright the hopefull Mother at the view* 
And that be Heyre to his vnhappincfle. 
If euer he haue Wife, let her be made 
More mifcrablcby the death of him, A 
Then I am made by my young Lord,and thee. 
Come now towards Chertfey with your holy Lode, 
Taken from Paules, to be interred there. 
And ftill as you arc weary of this waight, 
Reft yoUjWhiles I lament King Henries Coarfe* 

Snter Richard Duke of Glofter. 

TRfch. Stay you that beare the Coarfe, & fet it down, 
An. What blackc Magitian coniurcs vp this Fiend, 

To flop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

Rich. Villaines fet downe the Coarfe,or by S.Paul, 

lie make a Coarfe of him that difobeyes. 
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My L<> rd ftand b a cke > and lcc chc Coft ™ P affc * 
55. Vnmanner'dDogge, 
W thou when I comrnaund : 
Si f L thy Halbert higher then my breft, 
i S Paul lie ftrike thee to my Facte 

An*** what do y° u tremblc? arc y° u a ? 

\t 7 blame you not, for you are Mortall, 
\ /Mortall eyes cannot endure the Diuelh 
fantthoti drcadfuliminifterofHell ; 
rhdu had'ft but power ouer his Mortall body, 
u Soule thou canft not haue: Therefore be gone* 
Rich. Sweet Saint, for Charity ,bc not fo curft. 
An. FouleDiucll, 
c t Gods fake hence, and trouble vs not, 
L thou haft made the happy earth thy Hell : 
Fird it with curfingcries,and deepe exclaimcs i 
ifthou delight to view thy heynous deeds, 
Behold this patterne ot thy Butcheries. 
Oh Gentlemen, fee,fce dead Henries wounds, 
Open their congeafd mouthes, and bleed afrefh. 
Bliiih>Wu(h, thou lumpe of fowle Deformitic: 
por'tisthy prcfence that exhales this blood 
prom cold and empty Vcincs where no blood d wels. 
Thy Deeds inhumane and vnnaturall, 
prouokes this Deluge moft vnnaturall. 
OGod! which this Blood mad'ft, reucnge his death: 
0 Earth! which this Blood drink'ft, reuenge his death. 
Either Heau'n with Lightning ftrike the murth'rer dead : 
Or Earth gape open wide, and eate him quicke, 
As thou doft fwallow vp this goodKings blood, 
Which his Hell-gouern'd arme hath butchered* 

Rich, Lady,you know no Rules of Charity, 
Which renders good for bad, Bleflings for Curfes« 

An. Villaine,thou know'ft nor law of God nor Man, 
NoBe3ftfo fierce,but knowes fome touch of pitty. 
Rich. But I know none,and therefore am no Beaft. 
An. O wondcrfull,when diucJs tell the truth ! 
Rich. More wonderfull,whcn Angels are fo angry : 
Vouchfafe (diuine perfeftion of a Woman) 
Ofthcfc fuppofed Crimes,to giue me leauc 
By circumftance, but to acquit my fclfe* 

An. Vouchfafe (defus'd infedion of man) 
Of chefe knowne cuils, but to giue me leaue 
By circumftancc i to curfe thy curfed Selfe. 

Rich. Fairer then tongue can name thee,lct me haue 
Some patient leyfurc to excufemy felfe. 

An. Fouler then heart canthinke thee, 
Thou can'ft make no excufe currant. 
But to hang thy fclfe. 
Rich. By fuch difpaire, I fhould accufemy felfe. 
An. And by difpairing (halt thou ftand excufed, 
Fordoing worthy Vengeance on thy felfe, 
That did'ft vnworthy (laughter vpon others. 
Rich. Say that 1 flew them not. 
An. Then fay they were not flaine : 
But dead they arc, and diuclliflh flaue by thee, 
Rich. I did not kill your Husband. 
An. Whythenhcisaliue. 

tycb. Nay,he is dead, and flaine by Edwards hands. 
An, In thy foulc throat thou Ly ft, 
Queene(J^^mfaw 

% murd'rousFaulchion fmoaking in his blood * 
The which, thou oncedidd'ft bend againft her breft, 
But that thy Brothers bcate afide the point. 
&ch. I was prouoked by her fland'rous tongue, 


That bid their guilt, vpon my guiltlefle Shoulders. 

An. Thou was'c prouoked by thy bloody rainde, 
That neucr dream'ft on otighc but Butcheries? 
Did'ft thou not kill this King ? 
Rich. Igrauntye. 
An. Do'ft grant me Hedge- hogge, 
Then God graunt me too 
Thou may'H be damned for that wicked deede, 
O he, was gentle, milde,and vertuous. 

Ricb.The better for the King of hcauen that hath him. 
An. He is in heauen.where thou flbalt neuer come. 
Rich. Let him thanke me, that holpc to fend him thi- 
ther : 

For he was fitter for that place then earth. 
An. And thou vnfit for any p!aee,but helU 
Rich. Yes one place elfe,if you will heare mcnamcjt. 
An. Some dungeon. 
Rich. Your Bed-chamber. 
tsfn. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lycft. 
Rich. So will it Madam>till I lye with you. 
An. Ihopefo. 

Rich. I know fo. But gentle Lady Anne % 
To lcaue this kecne encounter of our wittes, 
And fallfomcthing intoa flower method. 
Is not the caufcr of the timcleflc deaths 
Of thefe Plant agenetsjlenrie and Sdward, 
As blamefull as the Executioner. 

An. Thou was't the caufe^nd. moft accurft effeft. 

Rich. Your beauty was the caufe of chat effect : 
Your beauty, that did haunt me in my deepe. 
To vndertakc the death of all the world, 
So I might liucone hourc in your fweet bofome. 

An. If I thought that, I tell thee Homicide, 
Thefe Nailes Ihould rent that beauty from my Cheekes. 

Rich. Thefe eyes could not endure f beauties wracks 
You fhould not blemifh it, if I ftood by ; 
As all the world is cheared by the Sunne, 
So I by that : It is my day, my life. 

An. Blackc night orc-fhade thy day^ death thy life. 

Rich. Curfe not thy felfe faire Creature, 
Thou art both. 

An. I would I were, to be reueng*d on thee. 

Rich. It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall, 
To be rcueng'd on him that loueth thee. 

An. It is a quarrell iuft and reafonable, 
To be reueng'd on him that kill'd my Husband. 

Rich. He that bereft the Lady ot thy Husband, 
Did it to helpe thee to a better Husband. 

An. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

Rich. He liuesjthat lmies thee better then he could. 

An. Name him. 

Rich. Plantagenet. 

An. Why that was he. 

Rieh. The felfefamc name, but one of better Nature. 
An. Where is he? 

"Rjsb. Hcere: Spits at him* 

Why doft thou fpit at me. 

An. Would it were mortall poyfon, for thy fake 0 

Rich. Neucr came poyfon from fo fweet a place. 

An. Neuer hung poyfon on a fowler Toad e. 
Out of my fight, thou doft infe& mine eye*. 

Rich. Thine eyes (fweet Lady)hauc infe&ed mint. 

An. Would they were Bafiliskcs,to ftrike thee dead 

Rich. I would they were,that I might dye at once: 
For now they kill me with a liuing death* 
Thole eyes of thine, from mine haue drawnc falc Teares \ 

For/ 
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